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But giue your Pidgions to the Emprour, 

By me thou fbalt haue iufticeat his hands* 

Hold* hold, meane whi]e here's money for thy charges, 
Giue me pen and inke. 

* Smra,can you with a grace dcliuer a Supplication ? 

Clowe* I fir# 

7 ’itus. Then here is a fupplicationforyou,and when you 
come to him 5 at the firfbapraach you mull kneelejtlien kiffo 
hisfoote, thendeliuervp your Pidgions, and thin look for 
your reward. 

lie be at hand fir, fee you doeitbra lelie. 

Ch&nt. I warrant you fir, let me alone. 

Titus* Sirra hall thou a knife ? Come let me fee it* 

Here JMarcus, fold it in the Oration, 

For thou haftmadeirlikeanhumblcSupplianf* 

And when thou haft giuen it the Empcrour, 

Knock e at my doie, and tell me what he fayes. 

('/o&ve, God be with you fir, I will, Exit* 

T tins. Come Manus let vs goe, Publius follow me. 

Exeunt* 

Enter Emperonr and Emprtjfe*, and her trrofonne$ l the 
E mpeiQtir brings the ydsrowes tn his hand 
that Virus [ho: at km* 

Satur* Why Lords, w hat wrongs are thefe? waseuer fcene 
An Empcrour in Rome thus ouerborne, 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Ofegailiuftice, vfde in fuch contempt? 

My Lords,you know rhe mightfull Gods, 

Hovv eucr thefe dii tui bers of our peace 
Buzin the peoples cares, there nought hath part 
But euen with la w againll the vvilfoll fonr.es 

Of 


of Tim Androniciu* 

Of old Andronicus. And what and if 
Hisforrowes haue foouerwhelmde his wits? 

Shall wc be thus afHi&cd in his wreakes. 

His fits, his frenzie, and his bi( ternes ? 

And now he writes to hcauen for His redrefle* 

See heeres to Ioue , and this to Mercury , 

This to Apollo, this to the God ofwarre : 

Sweet fcrowles to flic about the (Irects of Rome, 

Whats this but Libelling againft the Senate, 

And blazoning our vniuftice eucry w here? 

A goodly humour,isitnotmy Lords? 

A s who would fay, in Rome no iuftice were : 

But iflliue, hisfained extafies 
Shall be no flicker to thefe outrages, 

But he and his fliall know that iufticc liues 
In Saturmnas health, whomcif he fleepe, 
Heelefoawake,ashein fury fliall 
Cut off the proud'ft confpiratour that liues* 

Tamora * My gracious Lord, my louely Saturnine) 

Lord ofrny life, commaunder of my thoughts, 
Calmethee,andbeare the faults of Tuns age, 
Th'effe&sofforrow for his valiant fonnes, 

Whofe Ioffe hath pearft him deepe, and fcard his hart* 

And rather comfort his diftrefl'ed pligh t, 

Then profecute the meanefl: or the bed 

Foi thefe contempts: Why thus it fliall become v, 

Hie witted Tamora to glofe with all : 

But Titus I haue touched thee to thequickc. 

Thy lifeblood out : if Aron now be wife. 

Then is allfafe, the Anchor’s in the port. 

Enter Clo\\>pte* 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpealre with vs ? 
CloVwt. Yeaforfooth, andyourMifferfiiipbeEmpcriall* 
H 2 Tamo* 
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